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PRICE  ONE  PENNY 


THE 


UQT  JAIK  lAU 

VOCALIST ; 

A  carefully-cnUed  Collection  of  all  the  Newest  Musical  Gems,  as  sung  by 
Sims  ReeTCs,  and  other  Eminent  Vocalists,  at  St.  James’s  Hall, 
and  the  Nobility's  Concerts. 


Home  Again.  Delhi.  Nothing  More 
Kit  the  Cobbler. 

Every  Land  my  Home  ! 

The  Seaboy  on  the  Giddy  Mast. 
Blest  ones  at  Home. 

Who  shall  be  Fairest? 

Sung  by  Mr.  Sims  Reeves 

Oh,  weep  for  England's  daughters ! 
Death  of  Havelock 
Music  hath  a  Magic  !  ■  i 


A  Chapter  on  Smoke 

The  Artful  Dodge 

Belle  of  Baltimore 

Clementina  Criinmins,  or 
the  modest  Miss 

Dorothy  Daisy,  the  country  Lass 

Dashing  White  Sergeant 

Emma.Snoiw 

Fanny  Gray 

Finnigins,  the 

Gipsy  Girl 

I’m  Afldat,  and  the  Shop  Boy  is  free 
I  have  Found  my  Missus 


I  will  be  Happy  too 
Mother,  he’s  Going  Away 
Mary  Machree  •  ‘ 

Not  a  Dram  was  heard 
Pleasures  of  being  too  late 
Patriotic  Fund 
Proverbs  and  Precepts 

Quiet  Lodgings 

Real  Ethiopian  8erenadbr9 

Solomon  Lob 

Things  I  don't  like  to  see 

Tinker’s  Wedding 

Up  with  the  Standard  of  England 

Wolf  in  Sbeep’s  Clothing,  the 

Wake  My ’Life 


Londoji;  Pattie,  31,  Paternoster  Row  EC. 


NEW  AND  FAVOtJRlIi:  SONGS. 


MUSIC  HATH  A  MAGIC. 

W.  ^V1li]ithsoQ,  tl  til#  Lori 
ItagiUl  MMiiHail. 


Mosie  i«tb  h  tnaglif 
_  Pai:  Ulortill  tts  tOfff 8  depaft 
Tdiiik  Iho  thM#  Oftcelinii 
tllili  tLe  healC 

w7i6  c&nfrot  relrietntier  ** 

Some  soft  and  touching  theme 
'Which  over  life‘8  Deceii^e/ 

Still  cast  a  soothing  gleaiii 
Young  and  old  may  li  An 
As  steal  the  notes  along 

bffiglH  ey##  glloOOB^ 
ipeft  Wumib^  a  soug« 

Music  hftt4f  #  hi 
For,  though  its  tonea  departf 
Touch  the  choree  of  feeUptg 
Tl>eir  home  is  in  the  heart. 

If  we  roaom  the  Greenwood, 

And  hear  the  lark’s  swe^t  layt 
Mww  tile  Yieafit  upWAld 

Ahd  Jhiittlio  00^  if  ipratOe 
Let  us  in  our  lOrrow, 

But  hear  a  gentle  tone, 

Hope  steals  all  our  senates. 

And  halfjour  friefs  are  gon#» 
Music  hath  a  rhagic. 

For,  though  its  tones  depart  * 
ToLleh  the  Ohords  of  feelings 
Their  Iroiio  it  ie  the  heart. 


O  WEEP  FOR  ENGLAND’S 
DAUGhTBRS. 

Sung  by  Mrs.  Badzey,atthe  Canterbury  Hall* 

O  weej)  for  England’s  daughter#^ 

By  fc^irOffif  kainis  berr#y*d»  -  ' 

Far  b’erthO  Indian  Waters 
Their  lifeless  forms  are  laid| 

Amid  the  roar  of  battle. 

Beneath  the  burning  sky. 

Their  dirge  the  cannoS’s  vRtt]#| 

They  laid  them  dowa  t6  <11#,, 

The  wailing  of  their  slaughters. 

Comes  o’er  the  distamt  wave, 

O  weep  for  England’*  daughters, 

Weep,  weep  far  Erigland’s  daughfert, 

O  weep,  ye  cannot  save. 

England,  star  of  nJlhhig, 

Tile  glory  of^ha  world, 

Rouse  from  thy  lanientutions. 

With  war’s  led  ll^g  unfurl’d  J 
Young  meiiaiKi  pati  foi’s  ffo^y. 

The  guardians  of  our  land, 

Rise  in  your  might  apd  ployy, 

Unsheathe  the  deadly  bratld. 

Let  earth  and  #fcy  jjiid  $yaier« 

Ring  forth  your  battle  cry. 

Your  watch,  woid  “  Eiigiaiut'«c(aughter8,*' 
Avenge  !  avenf^thtMi  f 
Yes,  avenge  tilt  m  I 
Avenge  tiieiu  ere  yc  die. 


DEATH  OF  HAVELOCK. 

Mitf  by  Farranli 

Hall, 

Xwifti.  te  sons  of  AlbiM{  tMIkrkV* 

:  H«nibcH  is  no  morel. 

ltMIWhn^^t,jjJJ^8leeps  iri  t>ea#«^  lliff 

tH  ftSbfftfde  TJf  his  gloty,  t>ea!!k  sfrtSblr  tW 
fatal  blow', 

■  Whe#  oil^ h#ed of  hiiti  sorest,  and  laid 
oi^r  h^(f  Ivxfi 

A  ill 

When  fell  destruction  o’er  the  land 
Oiime  ru#)liiag  IfkO  if^fi  ^ ' 
Add.h^uds  iu  human  snVpe  imbrued' 
TH#ii*haAdl  m 

Albion^  mighty  Albion, 

For  deeds  of  arips  renown’d 
Her  warrior  clilcf  went  foTOTllate, 

With  many  a  laurel  crown’d. 

To  punish  India’s  Uwlpss  band. 

He  left  each  tender  tie  1 
And,  with  a  patriot’s  sbul,  reeolv’^d 
To  <soi^uer  o/to  life  ? 

Alt  dashing  bright  'htati.  Eastern  light, 
Hw  banners  were  unfurl’d  f  . 

Arni  soon  the  nnird’roav  JJepey's  power. 
Low  in  the  dust  be  hutllf. 

Amidst  the  battle’s  wiidestlidur, 

Thii  Was  hi»  hopeful  tnist; 

*‘Thrice  arm’d  are  they  in  deadliest  fray. 
Who  have  their  quarrel  j  ust, 

Ob,  maey  agrabeful  nation  pay 
Due  honour  to  their  chief  | 

And,  with  tlreir  h#i!*rt^felti  Apathy. 
Asshage  the  widow’sgrifer 

Ob.  Albion !  mighty  Albion  ! 

The  birth -place  of  the  free;  ^ 

Soon  may  thy  Siljrer  triiihytia  found 
Td  motes  of  victory ; 

Then  shall  each  manly  heart  confess,^ 

The  deed  was  nobly  done  ; 

And  render  thanks  to  Hinu^ho  hath 
Fgr  U8the< victory  woi!. 


THEFINIGINS. 

I’m  a  gay  day  labtvutihg  youth,' 

I  was  born  in  the  town  of  Dfimighaektttt  t 
I’m  a  widower  now  in  my. youth,  . 

Since  I  burledp  one  Molly  ^ 

I  ne^er  whs  married  l?iU  oqce  ip  my  life,  , 

I’ll  never  commit 

I  discovered  when  sliewas  my  wife, 

She  was  fund  of  one  bain^y  Mad  F|t|igi«»#  y  ;.  (  f 

Her  father  kept  oablnt  pi  ihncL  *  '  ‘ 

Which  I  used  to  go  out  to  admir#  tut#/ 

They  were  built  in  the  time  of  the  flood* 

To  keep  the  ancc>€tor?  dry,  sure. 

Wiien  he  found  I  liHti  Molly  bespok#,. 

He  first  got  quite  fat,  then  Ipok’d  thin 
again,  ’  t  n  •  ^  i  * 

In  the  struggle  hig  gizzard  he  broire,  •  ‘  i 

xromastreteii  of  Jioarney  Mac  Fiui||^|i^  / 
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The  corpse  fcr  cravftniexiee  nma  put 
In  a  friends  that  lived  iu  •  bam  aore, 
Some  came  Walking  on  foot. 

And  others  casw  jsoaoted  onoar%  «»re. 
My  wife  aigb®d  and  sobbed  for  tka  Ices, 

1  put  her  twice  oul^  she  got  in  ^gain^ 

I  gave  her  a  south-westering^do^ 

And  1  was  atta<^d  bj  the  FiaigiML 


fi/j 
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’Tis  fearful  Ikat  life  should  be  wasted, 

’Tis  dreadful  that  blood  should  be  she^ 
iliat  theliorrors  of  war  sboold  be  tasted,* 
That  ravens  and  wolves  Should  be  fed  } 
All  that  haQOur  perasks  lias  baen  borne. 

Evoty  Mild  art  of  peam  baa  been  tried^ 
MeditaliflDvbeMi  met  with  foiii  scoid^ 

And  now'Kwar  to  Che  knife*’  niuSt  decide* 


The  corpse  was  upset  in  the  b^ 

Fightmg  eosnaeneed  in  a  Minute,  sure. 
Devil  a  stick  could  we  get, 

Till  we  tort  off  tbe  1^  oTtiie  furniture. 
In  showers  Ibe  blood  ffew  about, 

I  was  knock’d  oiil^  l^ut  ImoekM  ki  Ugain, 
I  got  a  south- woiteiing  nkMit, 

^  Which  laid  me  as  fiat  m  0*f1&igiii* 

How  long  I’d  been  dead,  €he  lord  knows, 

I  couldn’t  belave  I  wm  liidog,  sure, 

I  woke  with  the  cramp  In  my  toe^ 

And  Fouud  they  were  haimilL  ww  a  rib¬ 
bon,  sure. 

I  opawdmy  SDonth  fer  loiM^ 

When  lbs  4feaet9  worn  dSofed  up  to  mj 

chin  agin. 

Says  I,  “Molly;  rm  uwakV*  she, 
“  HoM  your  toi^fae; 

Y ou’re  gointo  be  buried  witk  OTPinigin 

My  wife  die  eamo  hcMie  £boiu  fkhs  ^ree, 
Full  of  whiskey  from  the  burying,  sure. 
She  showed  as  much  mercy  to  me 

As  a  hung^  juan  would  tou  herring,  sure 
Until  one  pelt  I  gave  her. 

Which  made  to  cry  end  to  grin  again. 

And  in  three  months  1  opmed  tiK  gnai^ 
And  threw  her  cmtiiebcmesofoUFm 


UP  WITH  THE  STANDAED  OP 
ENOLAKB. 

Hark,  where  the  lion  is  roaidng, 
last  !  listl  ’tilsthogrowl  of  file  Bear  ; 
Above  the  proud  Eegk  is  seatixig, 

The  Cresmni  watves  high  in  the  idr  ; 
The  steed  with  mpatienoe  is  ae^hing. 

The  flag  of  rude  war  is  unfurled, 

The  trumpet’ its  wild  note  is  braying, 

And  lSires;teiis  the  peace  rf  the  worid* 

Then  up  with  the  Standard  of  England, 
Our  watch  ward  alone  he  **  Advance’ ' 
Up,  np,  with  the  Standard  of  England, 
And  raise  the  brave  banner  of  Prance 


Then  onward  by  sea  and  by  land. 

Since  tbesre’s  aoofiMtr  cousue  to  pursue. 
Let  Old  EogilaodsMdFiuiiue  hand  in  hand. 
Show  Iho  wadd  what  uomlMMd  they  can 
do ! 

Let  om  ueabburdloas  ewords  meet  the  Ught, 
Down,  down  urifii  the  lyraut !  oor  cry ; 
’Tis  for  houour  aud  justiee  we  fight— 

So  forwunit  ^  eowfuer  or 


THE  HEELE  OF  BALTIMORE. 

I’ve  been  to  Alabama, 

I’ve  been  to  ^feniiesee  ; 

I’ve  sailed  de  Mmsianpi,  ^ 

For  massa  net  me  free  i 
I’ve  kiss’d  ds  lubly  Creolu  gal 
On  Louslana’a  shore. 

But  I  never  found  a  gal  to  match 
My  bloomix^  BeU^  ob  BoltimoreT 

Ohyboyol  Belk^  mlmaifiiy! 

99  bright,  undcheekao  mofAy ! 
N#  gal  i  «£ir  umv  kofeiu 

Could  efQul  de  Bette  ds  Baltimore ! 

My  kdr  die^  tall  und  eimider^ 

Her  voice  is  berry  dtear— 

You'd  l!hmk  it  vras  a  bowHagde, 

If  once  herTTOce  you’d  hear. 

I  went  down  to  her  cabin, 

And  rapp'd  upon  de  door; 

I  went  to  gib  my 

To  my  sweet  Belle  ob  mltimore. 

I  wrote  zpy  lub  a  letter. 

And  scented  it  so  sweet ; 

De  xn^isk  and  clobes  9ni  peppermiol} 
jStock  out  about  tbme  feat  ; 

But  all  my  trouble ,  was  no  use^ 

I  nebbi^  uee’d  her  more ; 

For  1  squash’d  the  tender  ’fectimw 
Ob  my  sweet  Belle  ob  Balthnece  l 
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THE  GIPSY  GIEL. 

{They  wiled  me  from  my  greenwood  home, 
They  won  me  from  the  tent, 

And  slightingly  they  spoke  of  scenes 
Where  my  young  days  were  spent. 

They  dazzled  me  with  halls  of  light, 

But  tears  would^sometimes  start, 

They  thought  Hwas  but  to  charm  the  eye, 
And  they  might  win  the  heart. 

They  little  knew  what  ties  of  love 
Had  bound  me  in  their  spdl, 

The  greenwood  was  my  happiest  home, 
And  there  I  long  to  dwell. 

They  gave  me  gems  to  bind  my  hair, 

I  long’d  the  while  for  flowers, 

Presh  gather’d  by  my  gipsy  freres, 

From  nature’s  wildest  bowers. 

They  gave  me  books— I  lov’d  alone 
To  read  the  starry  skies. 

They  taught  of  songs — the  songs  I  lov’d. 
Were  nature's  melodies. 

I  never  heard  a  captive  bird. 

But,  panting  to  be  free, 

1  long’d  to  burst  his  prison  door, 

And  share  his  liberty. 

’Twas  kindly  meant,  and  kindly  hearts  ^ 
Were  theirs  who  had  me  roam 
From  nature  and  her  forests  free. 

To  share  the  Cit}’'s  home. 

Q?he  woods  are  green,  the  hedges  white. 
With  leaves  and  blossoms  fair. 

There’s  music  in  the  forests  now. 

And  I  too  must  be  there. 

Ah,  do  not  chide  the  Gipsy  Girl, 

O  call  me  not  unkind ; 

I  ne’er  shall  meet  so  dear  a  friend, 

As  her  I  leave  behind, 

'  Yet  I  must  to  the  greenwood  go. 

My  heart  has  long  been  there. 

And  nothing  but  the  greenwood  now 
Can  save  me  from  despair. 


WAKE  MY  LIFE. 

Wake,  my  life  I  thy  lover’s  arms 
Are  twined  around  thy  sleeping  charms; 
Wake,  my  love,  and  let  desire 
Kindle  those  opening  orbs  of  fire. 

Yet,  sweetest,  though  the  bliss  delight  thee, 
^till  those  orbs  in  darkness  keep, 

Sleep,  my  girl,  or  seem  to  sleep. 


EMMA  SNOW. 

1  w4s  down  in  Alabama, 

Not  berry  lotig  ago, 

I  knew  a  yellow  charmer. 

Her  name  Was  Emma  Snow. 

Her  eyes  were  bright  as  di’monds, 
Her  teeth  werei  pearly  white. 

And  dey  glisten’d  in  de  darkness. 
As  de  moon  does  in  de  night. 

3at  de  happy  time  is  ober, 

I’m  full  ob  grief  and  pain. 
For  I  , shall  neber,  neber  see 
My  Emma  dear  again. 

I  used  to  go  out  early, 

To  hoe  the  sugar  cane ; 

De  time  it  passed  so  cheerly 
When  my  Emma  dear  was  seen. 

And  when  de  work  wias  ober, 

And  de  bight  it  teme  again. 

We  danced  and  sung  right  gaily 

*  To  de  banjo’s  sweetest  strain  ! 

But  de  happiest  heart  has  sorrow, 
De  brightest  day  hasnight ; 

I  lost  my  lubly  Emma 
By  de  poison  adder’s  bite. 

We  miss’d  her  in  de  evening, 

We  hunt^  far  and  wide ; 

We  found  her  in  de  meadow, 
Where  she  pined  away  and  died. 


QUIET  LODGINGS. 

Tone— Vulcan^  Cave. 

All  you  who  love  retirement  free. 

I’m  very  sure  you’ll  pity  me. 

Who  has  all  my  life  been  used  do  you  see. 
To  a  country  quiet  lodging ; 

You  must  know  that  word  was  sent  me 
down. 

To  say  my  rich  old  uncle  Brown, 

Had  died  and  left  me  every  crown. 

And  I  must  come  and  lodge  in  town,— 

So  I  wrote  to  my  cousin  J^my  Wood. 

To  ax  him  if  he’d  be  so  good, 

As  to  look  out  in  hu  neighbourhood- 
For  a  very  quiet  lodging. 

OHOBUS. 

Scraping,  squalling,  left  mid  right, 
Drumming  and  strumming  with  all  their 
might,  [nighj:, 

Shrieking  and  squeaking  from  morn  till 
What  do  you  think  of  my  quiet  lodging. 
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hX\  right  in  time  I  came  next  day, 

And  to  my  lodgings  went  straightway, 

And  found  they  really  were  an  fai^ 

And  very  quiet  lodgings; 

*Twas  in  a  street  without  a  thoroughfare, 

Just  out  of  the  Strand  I  do  declare. 

Where  the  river  runs  at  the.  end  so  dear^ 
And  sends  up-such  refreshing  air. 

Says  the  landlady  with  looks  to  demure. 

You  will  find  them  quiet,  aye  and  pure. 

So  instantly  took  for  a  twelve  month  sure,* 
My  very  quiet  lodgings. 

Next  morning  just  before  I  rose. 

Or  popped  my  head  from  ’neath  the  clothes. 
When  a  brute  came  chanting  *  off  she  goes,’ 
Eight  in  the  face  of  my  quiet  lodging. 

But  scarcely  had  he  crawled  away. 

And  1  thought  to  be  quiet  all  the  day. 

When  a  barrel  organ  began  to  play, 

Nix  my  dolly  pals  fake  away. 

The  wretch  had  scarcely  left  the  place. 
When  a  couple  of  fifes  and  a  double  bass, 
Caine  scraping  right  in  my  veiy  face. 

Eight  in  front  of  my  quiet  lodging. 

To  rail  and  curse  I  did  begin. 

And  vowed  that  I  had  been  taken  in. 

When  another  precious  musical  din. 

Saluted  my  qniet  lodging. 

Twas  a  wheelbarrow  piano-forte  come, 
Enough  to  strike  the  old  one  dumb. 

Beating  the  new  quadrilles  by  gum, 

Almost  to  death  by  their  rum-ti-tum. 

Not  content  with  number  four, 

But  they  kept  the  street  in  a  vile  uproar,  | 
For  they  played  at  every  door, 

As  well  as  my  quiet  lodging. 

My  dinner  I  hoped  to  get  ih  peace. 

But  lor  I  the  nuisance  wouldn't  cease. 

In  fact  it  seemed  more  to  increase. 

In  sound  of  my  quiet  lodging. 

For  a  regular  band  appeared  in  view. 

With  drums,^  trombones,  cornopeans  too. 
And  kicked  up  such  a  filliloo. 

That  I  wished  they’d  blown  themselves  in 
two. 

But  scarcely  bad  the  fellows  fied, 

When  a  scamp  as  if  by  instinct  led. 

Sung  Jim  along  Josey  on  his  head, 

Not  a  yard  from  my  quiet  lodging. 

Without  my  meal  I  had  my  fill, 

When  a  penny  trumpet’s  voice  so  shrill 
^ueaking  with  all  thy  faults  I  love  thee 
still, 

To  improve  my  quiet  lodging. 


Punch  and  Judy  no  ways  slow, 

Before  the  house  began  to  show; 

Chaps  in  naked  tights  so  low, 

Neck  over  head  and  heels  did  |{o. 

The  mob  hurrah’d  with  all  their  might. 

The  dogs  began  to  bark  outright, 

And  two  big  felloiys  knocked  up  a  fight, 

To  settle  my  quiet  lodging 

In  a  rage  I  began  to  puff  and  swell. 

Out  by  the  roots  I  pimed  the  bell ; 

The  Landlady  rushed  up  pell  mell. 

Of  my  truly  quiet  lodging. 

Is  this  your  quiet  lodging  pray. 

Says  I,  I’ll  leave  this  very  day, 

Says  she  before  you  go  away, 

A  twelve  month’s  rent  youUl  please  to  pay, 

I  paid  the  year  with  an  awful  grace. 

And  rushed  out  of  the  cursed  jdace, 

I  bang’d  the  door  in  the  old  hag’s  face. 
Damning  the  quiet  lodgings* 

MOTHEE,  HE’S  GOING  AWAY. 

Sure,  now,  w’hat  are  yon  crying  for,  Nelly, 
Don’t  be  blubbering  there  like  a  fool, 
With  the  weight  of  the  grief,  faith  I  tell  ye. 
You’ll  break  down  the  three  legged; 
Stool. 

I  suppose  you  are  crying  for  Barney, 

But  don’t  believe  a  word  that  he’d  say. 
He  tells  nothing  but  big  lies  and  blarney. 
Sure  you  know  how  he  served  poor 
Kate  Kearney. 

But  mother — Oh,  bother  I 
But  mother,  he’s  going  away, 

I  dream’t  t’other  night, 

Of  his  ghost  all  in  white. 

Oh,  mother,  he’s  going  away. 

If  he’s  going  away  all  the  better,  j 
Blessed  hour  when  he’s  out  of  your 
sight,  [letter. 

There’s  one  comfort  you  cannot  get  a 
For  yer  neither  can  read  nor  can  write. 
Why  ’twas  only  last  week  you  protested. 
When  he  courted  fat  Biddy  Macrae, 
That  the  sight  of  the  scamp  you  detested, 
Wid  abuse,  sure,  your  tongue  never 
rested. 

But  mother  l*^Oh,  bother  I 
But  mother:  he’s  going  away ; 

And  1  dream’d  that  his  ghost  ^ 
Walk’d  round  my  bed  post,  , ' 

Oh !  mother  he's  going  away.  ,  ^ 


There  ibeM  ww  a  liaM»  ^ 

You  aavarmiihad  te 

Now  what  kaira  1  daw^  whak  lm«  1 4iia% 
Dear  Charles^  to  ahmgftjniMh 

P(mAT  poob!  aqr lore— tan aokchaiigaj^ 

Bot  dhuitolaaiei^t;.  , 

And  my  fitiher'i  jo  partkatoe^ 

He  navar  Bkea  towah. 

Good  bye  !  good  byel  YoufK  come  again. 

Yet  <uie  of  thtoe  fib* 

He’s  turned  the  stret^  I  knw  be  would, 
He’s  gone  to  Fanny  Gray’a  ^ 


Well,  well,  dr,  you've  came  at  lai^ 

I  thought  jmm’S.  coma,  no  mote, 

I’ve  waitod  witb  ny  bonnet  on. 

From  one  to  hal^paat  four. 

You  know  I  hate  to  dt  alone. 

Unsettled  where  to  g(v 

^You’ll  break  iny  heart — X  fed  yon  wil^ 
If  youeantiane  to.  t 

Now  pray,  mj  love,  put  by  that  firaw% 
And  don't  hegia  to  aoold. 

You  really  will  pennade  me,  soon. 
You’re  groum^  eroM  old, 

I  only  stopp’d  at  Grosvenor-gtoe 
Young  Fanny*e  to  catcm ; 

I  won’t — I  swear — wtai't  he  made 
To  keep  tone  fflce  a  watch. 

IttookyoB,  toen,  two  hams  to  bear. 
Two  houn  take  off  your  hat  I 
I  wish  you’d  bow  that  way  to  me. 

And  show  your  love  like  that ; 

1  awyonmakfagtovetoher. 

You  see  1  know  it  all, 

I  eaar  you  making  love  to  her, 

At  Lady  Good'S  BaB. 

f 

Kbw  rea%,  Janey  TOW  tem]^ 

So  very  odd  to  day. 

You’re  jeatonSy  and  o£  sucfaia  gudj^ 
iua Jittle  Faauy  Grajy — 

]\lal»  Javie  to  her,*— ludeedy  my  dear, 
could  see  no  such  thing, 

1  sat  a  minute  by  her  side. 

To  see  a  turquoise  ring. 

1  tell  yonthat  I  saw  it  all— 

The  whispering  and  grimace. 

The  flirting  and  coquettiiii^ 

In  her  little  foolish  fiu:e. 

Oh,  Charles,  I  bonder  that  the  earth 
Don’t  open  where  yon  stand. 

By  the  heaven  that  is  above  ns  bo^ 

I  saw  you  kiss  her  hand. 

lihdn’tlove;  but  if  1  did««*^ 

Alkwnig  that  is  trae, 

When  a  pretty  girl  simm  her  1^  * 

Whatean  a  poorman  do9 
My  Kfe,  Bsy  soul,  my  dmrlii^  JaM^ 

I  love  but  you  alone, 

1  never  tho^^  of  Ihany  Gcajsr^ 

How  tiraporaeyoa  are  growii» 

Fat  down  jome  hat,  don’t  take  your  stick. 
Now  pray  Ihee,  CSicrles,  do  stqr. 

You  never  come  to  see  me  now, 

But  you  long  to  ran  away, 


NOT  A  DITOM:  WAS  BCBABD, 


Not  a  drum  was  heard,i^not  a  funeral  note. 
As  his  corpse  to  tim  iaaspaito  we  hur* 
ried;» 

Not  a  soldier  discharged  his  fiurcwell  shot, 
O’er  the  grave  where  our  hero  was 
buried. 

i 

We  buried  him  daehly  at  the  dead  oi  toe 

night. 

The  tusf  wito;  our  hayoneta  taming  ; 

By  the  struggling  atoocmeam’s  nda^  light, 


WhiU  Saoira  Slawoai^ri«h,«ja4  y«uf , 
Triw  *11 M  with  hi«  eoMEing  tongae. 
But  at  hts  words  I  only  laugh, 

And  vow  I’n  not  to  1^  cai^t  with  ohaC 
Too  many  girls,  young  squire  you’ve  bit, 
Tber«’»  BoUv  Magm,  and  Peggy  to  wit^ 
So  a  hotfest,  happ^Ife  Pll  pas^k 
And  who’s  so  free  os  a  ceualry  lass  I 

The  UNO  so  tOBM  »•  «p  awd  down,, 
I’UAsko'ftteip  twXioBdiiMi  la«wn» 

For  the  lads  I’ve  seen  I  can’t  abear. 

But  I  tiuuk  1  should  fumy  on«  there. 

I  think  the  dashing  London  beaus 
Would  fimoy  wouM  suppose.  < 

rn  yawg  and  vqry  iunooeat| 

So  there’s  a  chance  for  any  gwt^ 
rd  nuw,Bie>  children  up  and.  down. 

That  is,  if  any  comes  to  town. 

So  a  happy  wedded  he’d,  pass 
With  Itorothy  Daisy  the  country  lase. 


And  we  heard  by  the  dietent  and  random 

8““»  , 

That  the  foe  was  suddenly 

Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down. 

From  the  field  of  his  fam^  fiwsh  ahd 
glory  V 

We  carved  not  a  line,  w«  rabed  not  a 
stone. 

But  we  left  him  alone  in  Ida  |^>y. 


DOaOIOTDAIST. 

Tone^Lord  Tom  Noddy. 

I’m  Dorothy  tiiie  country 

And  happy  and  gay  m  life  I  paaSp 
At  Farmer  Stubble’o  &rm  1  dwally  t 
Not  half  a,  mile  from  the  dingy  delU 
I  never^care  to  sit  at  iny  easoi 
But  chern  the  butter  and  the  cheese, 
And  work  and  811^;  from  morn  till 
With  heart  so  gay  and  purse  as  light. 

The  ale  1  brew,  the  bre^  I  h^, 

1  pies,  and  podirnga,  and  damplhigs  nsake, 
Thus  happy  and  menry  my  life  1  pesi^ 

Axud  MBe*e  so  free  lea  oemtrj  lawa 

Falle^Ac. 

At  festival,  or  country  tout, 

The  men  are  sure  to  draff  me  odt> 

To  dance  with  me  the  la%  repair. 

While  the  ^rls  are  fit  to  tear  their  hair* 
At  hunt  the  sUppetn^  or  kiss  in  the  ring; 
The  lads  declare  I’m  jo^  the  tbii^p 
The  squire  he  hunts  mo  out  of  bireatbf 
And  netfly  kisses  me  to  d^thn 
The  spirit  moves  the  parson,  too. 

So  he,  of  course,  must  have  a  few — 

Thus  merry  ^mdgiy  my  lifr  I  paet^ 

And  who’s  80  ftoa  aa  a  country  leas  ? 

In  my  neat  straw  hat  and  ribbons  hhie^ 

1  tdee  the  shihe  oat  of  not  a  few, 

My  HMrkt  iMMd  asrff  fr  ney  gov^ 

Boms  all  the  finery  in  Ihe  town« 

The  squire’s  wives  and  daughtert  may 
Itaesa  mp  in  lllkt  stud  sathia  gay, 

Bei  I  fieater  myself,  and  yoail  agree, 

They  don^  look  half  so  well  ae  me. 

They  pekit  their  cheeks  and  nee  perflnee, 
Mine’s  nothing  but  the  natural  bloom-* 

So  a  plain  and  humble  li&  I  pass. 

And  none’teo  free  as  a  count^  lass. 

^Ihmra’a  HednaaiiA  Peler^  Balph  and  Paul 
Teaee  ma  dam  to  marry  ’em  sdl, 

And  numier  ^zde^  my  life, 

Who’s  seventy,  wants  me  for  his  wife, 


CLEMENTUfA  CEI^MSTS  Oa 
THE  MODEST  MISS. 

Teme-^aoh  a  gettm’  up  stairs. 

Talk  about  modest  girls,  and  I’ve  seen  a  few, 

There’s  nea»l>eM>th»<Pi|tb»> 
up  too. 

Her  singular  WMl  wmUI  neltn  some  chaps 
ill,  .  QstUl. 

But  with  all  h^  'ga4 !  I  ibvt  W 

Such  a  deKcate  4nck  waa  CleiuMfiljna 
Orinmina. 

Such  a  werry  modest  gal  you  nevw  did 

Once  the  Lowther  AreUde  we  took  a  stroll 
down,  ,  ■  :  :  I 

To  buy  taya  ftw  mat  bebhhw,  ’guwt  they 
camatotowa,,  i  i  ’  . 

When  she  jhinipd  nwegr  wte  my 

’Cos  she  saw  a  Dutch  doll  without  any 
clothes  1 

Cnee  taking  a  stroll  with  modeet  dear. 

At  length  a  tatw>field  we  came  near*' 

She*  wouldn't  wtJk  Arougll  to  mj  great 
sunrise, 

'Cos  she  said  tatei*  had  all  got  eyea ! 

She  went  out  shoppsag  the  nthor  a^hl. 

But  rush’d  fnnn  Ae  draper’s  wiw  great 
■  afright, 

’Cos  the  innocent  tdM^mm  wlA  leekn^uite 
winning. 

Happen’d  to  diow  her  some  undraMWdBnen. 
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With  herself  and  mother  I  dined  one  day 

But  when  she  was  asked  to  dear  awli^; 

She  wouldn^t  moVa  the  cloth— oh,  gemini 
pegs! 

’Cos  she  said  as  how  the  table  had  legs ! 

She  wanted  to  wear— ^gad,  you'd  hardly 
suppose — 

Spectacles  to  hide  her  naked  nose—  | 

In  windy  weather  she  wont  stir  a  peg, 

For  wind’s  so  rude  he  wants  to  see  her  leg ! 

When  she  goes  to  the  butcher's— yon  hiay 
think  I  jest,  , 

But  she  never  will  ask  for  a  leg  or  a  breast, 

As  for  buying  rump  steaks,  she  Las  too 
much  shame, 

And  she  calls  a  cockatoo  out  of  his  name. 

We’ve  been  goihg  to  be  mairied— so  she 
affirms— 

This  eight  or  nine  years,  but  we  can’t  come 
to  terms  I 

She  says  she  don't  care  how  soon  she  weds, 

On  condition  that  we  sleep  in  seperate  beds. 


1  HAVE  FOXINB  MY  MISSUS. 

Air.— Bob  and  Joan. 

When  I  was  here  just  now 

I  think  you  heard  me  say,  sirs^ 

At  home  I'd  had  a  row, 

And  my  Missus  was  astray,  sirs* 

r  CHORUS. 

But  luck's  turned  up  again, 

O  what  a  change,  Id^  bless  ns, 

I’m  cured  of  all  my  pain, 

For  I  have  found  my  missus. 

Too  ral,  &c. 

1  own  her  faults  she’s  got, 

Whose  Missus  is  without  ’em 
If  they  say  they’re  not, 

Upon  my  soul  I  doubt  'em.  i 

Por  better  or  for  worse. 

From  parson  1  did  take  her, 

If  bad,  why  make  it  worse, 

1  never  ckn  forsake  her. 

I 

She  likes  a  drop  of  drink, 

And  so  do  many  others, 

She  tips  strange  chaps  the  wink. 

She  says  all  men  are  brothers. 


But  many  think  the  same,  , 

All  throughout  the  nation, 

As  she  says  where's  the  shame,  * 

To  wink  at  a  relation. 

Her  tongue  is  rather  long, 

In  temper  short  and  rummy. 

In  fist  and  head  she’s  strong. 

Don’t  take  her  for  a  dumby. 

She’ll  always  have  her  way, 

And  if  I  don’t  endure  her, 

Again  she’ll  go  astray^ 

For  harsh  means  will  not  cure  her* 

When  my  wages  I  bring  in, 

’Tis  always  her  delight,  sir. 

To  collar  all  the  tin, 

On  every  Saturday  night,  sir. 

Of  each  screw  she  makes  the  indst. 
Throughout  the  whole  of  Sundijy, 

And  has  not  got  a  ghdst 

Of  a  screw  left  on  the  Monday. 

I 

Then  to  make  amends. 

To  me  she  did  allege,  sirs. 

As  if  I  would  be  friends, 

That  she  would  take  the  pledge,  sirs* 
She  kept  her  word  so  pat. 

She  had  her  way  to  scheme  ’em. 
Pledg’d  my  best  togs  and  hat. 

And  left  me  to  redeem  ’em. 

Tho’  bad,  there’s  many  worse. 

And  what’s  the  use  to  scout  her. 

To  be  single’s  such  a  curse. 

That  t  cannot  do  without  her . 

And  so  my  luck’s  up  again. 

THINGS  I  DONT  LIKE  TO  SEE. 

What  a  queer  set  of  creatures  we  are  I 
declare,  V 

What  one  person  likes,  imotiber  can’t  bear. 
It  was  always  apian  when  I  went  to  school. 
To  like  every  thing  good,  like  the  Lord 
Mayor’s  fool. 

Some  like  to  look  thin,  some  like  to  look  fat. 
Some  like  to  see  this,  some  like  to  see  that; 
But  if  you’ll  be  silent,  and  listen  to  me. 

I’ll  just  tell  you  all  what  I  don’t  like  to  see. 

Chorus. 

You  may  call  me  a  quiz,  you  may  call 
me  a  pry,  [to  the  eye  .• 

But  I  canpot  bear  things  that  look  queer 
If  you  like  to  see  them  it’s  nothing  to  me : 

I  tell  you  they  are  things  that  I  don’t  like 
to  see. 


Now  I  don’t  like  to  see  little  boys  with  I 

cigair^r-  .  .  • 

They’re  better  at  home  with  their  pas 
and  mamms^’s ; 

I  don’t  like  to  see  folks  in  misery  sunk, 

And  I  dqn’t  like  to  see  a  teetotaller  drunk; 

I  don’t  like  to  see  ugly  women  use  paint. 
Nor  a  grey-headed  sinner  pretend  he’s  a 
saint, 

Ner  a  swell,  in  a  dickey  tied  over  a  rag, 
Nor  a  fop  with  moustaches  who’s  not 
worth  a  mag. 

I  don’t  like  to  see  ladies  picking  their  gums 
Nor  a  boy  at  sixteen  always  sucking  his 
thumbs;  ^  ' 

I  don’t  like  tovsee  women  drink  to  excess, 
Nor  a  gW  in  black  stockings  and  a  white 
muslin  dress ; 

I  don’t  like  to  see  a  coat  fit  like  a  sack, 

Nor  a  man^pinch  his  belly  for  the  sake  of 
his  back  ; 

I  don’t  like  to  see  a  man  whopping  his 
moke — 

It  shows  that  his  brotherly  feeling’s  a  joke. 

I  don’t  like  to  see  frosty  weather  in  May, 
Nor  a  man  wear  his  church  going  tile 
every  day ; 

I  don’t  like  to  see  people  sulk  at  their 
meals, 

Nor  a  girl  with  great  taters  stuck  out  at 
her  heels ; 

I  don’t  like  to  see  people  shooting  the 
moon. 

Nor  a  chap  buttoned  up  on  a  hot  afternoon; 

I  don’t  like  to  sec  peelers  drunk  on  their 
beat, 

Nor  young  ladies’  bustles  fall  off  in  the 
street.  •  ' 

I  don’t  like  to  see  people  pay  twice  for 
once, 

Nor  a  man  about  thirty  a  thick  headed 
dunce ; 

I  don’t  like  to  'see  folks  eat  more  than 
their  whack,  _ 

Nor  a  swell  with  his  hair  just  a  yard  down 
his  back ; 

I  don’t  like  to  see  yellow  wipes  round  the 
throat, 

Nor  a  man  wipe  his  nose  on  the  sleeve  of 
his  coat ; 

I  don^t  like  to  see  a  pretty  girl  pout, 

Nor  young  ladies  sending  their  rags  up 
the  spout. 


I  don’t  like  to  sec  women  drest  Fal  de  raU 
Nor  a  boy  about  twelvo  sticking  up  to  a 
gal ; 

[  I  don’t  like  to  see  partons  go  to  the  play. 
Nor  a  swell  in  white  ducks  on  a  pouring 
wet  dey.  -  ,  « 

Now  I  don’t  like  to  see  sorrowful  faces. 
And  I  hope  another  night  you  will  hero 
take  your  places ; 

For  I  don’t  like  to  see  empty  streets,  I 
declare, 

And  I  do  think  my  pocket  agrees  with  me 
there. 


TTna  WOLF  IN  SHEEP’S 
CLOTHING. 

Air— Tom  Noddy. 

I’ve  taken  a  theme  to  make  up  a  song. 
Which  exposes  and  shows  up  the  every¬ 
day  wrong. 

Of  folly,  of  ft^hion,  religion  and  laws. 

For  i  know  all  hero  present  support  a 
good  cause ; 

This  is  on  a  policeman,  who  ydung  thieves- 
did  tndn,  .  , 

A.spy  upon  rogues,  but  a  rank  rogue  in 

grain,  . ^ 

As  all  of  the  public  journals  will  , 

As  for  his  division,  no  doubt  it  'is.*(£i  Heff. 

CHORUS. 

But  now  the  devil  has  got  his  due, 

The  devil  in  black’s  got  the  devil  in  blue. 
And  the  devil  himself  sure  must  view  him. 
with  loathing, 

Tho’  the  old  ’un  is  fond  of  a  wolf  in 
sheep’s  clothing. 

This  wolf  in  sheep  skin  is  a  king  in  his  way 
In  corrupting  poor  hoys,  and  to  lead  ’em 
astray, 

Yet  this  guardian  of  safety,  the  thieves  to 
detect. 

Did  but  plunder  the  pockets  he  seemed  to* 
protect  1 

A  saint  ip  profession^  a  devil  in  sin, 

And  by  skinning  of  others  he  got  a  fvdl  skfn. 
So  our  public  trust  has  got  to  a  fine  pass^ 
By  this  King  of  pick-pockets,  this  snake 
in  the  grass. 

At  ball,  or  at  route,  or  throng’d  fancy  fair,. 
This  King  with  his  pick-pocket  subjects 
were  there ,  / 


This  guardiaa  of  safety  deceiving  aU  eyes. 
By  planning  tlie  phiader  and  sharing  the 
prize. 

At  the  serpentine  dcattni^  a  market  he*d 
make, 

By  his  slippery  tricks  all  their  podlcetahe’d 
shake  ; 

He  work’d  his  sly  d«>dgeB  in  shapes 
To  forward  their  work  or  cover  escape 

Whether  watches,  or  purses,  or  hroocbes, 
or  rings. 

He  always  stood  fence  for  such  moveable 
things ; 

He  took  a  great  interest  in  what  the 
thieves  got, 

So  much  so  that  sometinves  he  sleek  to 
;  the  lot. 

But  the  deepest  of  fish  will  have  out  their 
swim, 

And  so  in  good  time  it  was  justso  with  him 
For  by  baiting  with  sprats  for  catching  a 
whale. 

He  got  hook’d  andiheUttle  S^  all  turned 
tail. 

And  since  by  the  law  this  raw  Ibbsler’s 
hook’d, 

Let’s  hope  that  by  justice  he  soon  be 

cook’d; 

tScalded,  or  parboiled,  or  thrown  into  stews 
Tho’  this  peder  is  pea!fd^  must  still  have 
the  blues, 

F'or  when  villains  like  these  are  made  of 
bad  stuff,  ^ 

Of  good  lawful  dresrfng  they  can’t  Imve 
enough 

And  so  it  turns  out  with  thei»  cunning 
elves. 

If  they  get  rope  enough  they  wlH  sure  hang 
themselves. 

But  tho’  1  strike  home,  let  me  not  lift  too 

hard. 

Let’s  hope  there’s  some  true  blue  in  Scot¬ 
land  yard,  ^ 

But  whether  or  not,  there’s  no  harm  to  say, 
Those  are  best  off  that  keep  out  of 
way ; 

But  of  wolves  in  dieep’scktMhffi  I’d  have 
you  take  eare. 

There’s  plenty  of  them  draUrii^  every^ 
where ;  ' 

But  we  can’t  deal  too  hard  with  this  Jona¬ 
than  Wild, 

Who  would  train  up  to  Aame  and  ruin,  a 
child. 


TINKKE’S  WEDXJOGk 

In  June,  when  broom  and  bloom  was 
seen. 

An’  brackens  waved  fu’  fiesh  and  green. 
An’  warm  the  sun  wl’  silver  sheens 
The  hills  an’  glens  did  gladen  0« 

As  dav  upon  the  border  bent. 

The  tinkers  pitched  their  g!]^  tent, 

An’  auld  an’  young  wi’  ae  consent. 
Resolved  to  haven  wedcHog  O. 

Diring  do  a  do  a  day, , 

Diringdo  a  dadin’i  O, 

DMng  do  a  do  a  day, 

Hurra  the  tix^er’s  wedffiog,  O. 

The  bridegroom  was  a  wild  Nonnam  Scot, 
Wha  thrice  had  broke  the  nuptial  knot^ 
An’  once  was  sentenced  to  be  shot^ 

For  breach  o’  martial  ovders,  GL 
His  gleesmne  joe  was  Madge  M’ibU, 

A  tpaewlfe,  match  for  Nick  IdiiiStf 
Wi’  clamour,  cantrip,  charm  and  speU, 
She  it  baath  the  borders,  O. 

Kae  priest  was  there  wi’  solemn  jhce; 

Nae  clerk  to  claim  o’  croons  a  brace ; 

The  piper  an’  fiddler  played  the  grace. 

To  set  their  gabs  asteerin’,  O. 

’Mang  beef  and  mutton,  pork  and  veal, 
’Main  painshes,  plucks,  and  firesk  cow- 
heel  ; 

Fat  haggashes  and  caller  jeel, 

They  daw’t  awa’  careerin’,  O. 

Fresh  salmon  newly  ta’en  la  tweed, 

Saut  ling  and  cod  o’  Sheetland  breed. 
They  worried  till  kytes  were  like  to  screed, 
’Mang  fiaggons,  and  flask  of  gravy,  CK 
There  were  raisin,  kail  sweet  milk  sims. 
And  ewe-milk  cheese  in  whaj^s  and  Mps ; 
And  they  roopit  to  gpst  their  gabs  and 
craps, 

Bight  mony  a  cadger’s  cavie,  O. 

The  drink  flew  round,  in  wild  galore, 

And  soon  upraised  a  hideous  roar. 

Blithe  Comus  ne’er  a  queerer  core 
Saw  seated  round  ms  table,  O. 

They  drank,  they  dance,  they  swore,  they 
san,  ’ 

They  quarrelled,  and  ’greed  the  kale  day 
lang, 

And  the  wrangling  that  ran  amang  the 
throng, 

Wad  match  the  tongue  o’  SaUe,  O. 

The  drink  gaed  down  before  thek  dmuths 

That  vexed  mony  a  maw  and  sbmUii 


pupp’d  tk*  ftra  of  age 

And  every  breast  had  laddi^  0* 

Till  three  stout  loons  ftew  o*er  the  CbH^, 

At  risk  o’  life  their  droute  to  ^uell. 

And  robbed  a  neig^bbouring  smuggler’s 
still, 

To  carry  on  tbm  sreddBag^  O* 

WT  thundering  Aouts  thef  luAed  Aem 
back, 

To  broach  the  barrels  Aef  were  na  dsdk, 
While  the  fiddler’s  pbme  tree  leg  they 
bradi:. 

For  playing  fareweel  to  whisky. 
Dehmm  seised  lha  upzomdoua  tk^^ 

The  bagpipes  in  the  fire  they  ftang 
And.  sowe^’  airm  on  the  ngmngs  xacg^ 
The  drink  played  siccan  a 

The  son  iWiidgli  ewre  Solway’s  baidni, 

While  on  they  played  thefar  reaghaome 
{Nranks^ 

And  the  stalwart  Aadows  o’ertheirdhenks. 
Wide  o’er  the  muir  was  spreading. 

TQl  heads  an*'  thrawa  ameng  the  whins, 
They  fell  wi’  broken  broWs  Ahis, 

An’  sair  craftt  banes  ffiled  mony  ddns, 

To  close  tbe  tinker’s  Wedfisig. 

PEOVEEBS  AFI)  PBECJEFTS. 

Written  by  Thomas  Bsaasig.. 

Ak— Misers’  Man* 

From  precepts  1  hare  ssade  a  song,  and 
from  good  old]^Tesbs  gained  ’eni^ 

But  it’s  of  no  use  you  taking  good  words, 
if  you  don’  t  try  to  maintain  ’em  ; 

Life’s  happiness  sole^  cougfitSsinindisitiy, 
truth,  and  aobdi^^  . 

In  probity,  sound  comnKm  sense,  good* 
nature  and  strictest  propriety. 

Life’s  happiness,  &c. 

Learn  to  keep  a  wise  tongmeia  your  head, 
be  honest  and  Just  in  your  dealings, 
Let  lyiagaodsIsAdeiiag  alme,  your 
keep  from  pickkig  and  Wetding  ^ 

Don’t  meddle  with  oAer  fUks  &ed%  ^ 
before  you  can.  team  hew  creepb 
Think  twice  before  you  ipeak  oxsce,  and 
always  look  weu  wee  you  leapw 

Take  tiaw  by  tbe  fiseekekwef  re  and 

you’ll  find  ka  wry  fine  say, 

Don’s  pat  off  a  ddng.  till  bwonow,  whkb 
you  shoidd  and  yen.  can  do  to-day. 
Don’t  trust  oner  much  to  a  werd«  don’t 
lay  uaefial  thiags  on  the  Aelf, 

What  yon  can  do,  don’t  trust  to  another, 
tis  beat  done,  when  done  by  yourself. 


Don’t  speculate  without  care,  don’t  trust 
too  much  to  a  friend, 

In  borrowing  be  very  mce^  and  much 
nicer  how  you  do  lend, 

Bemember  that  farthings  make  pounds, 
don’t  squander  money  away. 

And  as  the  sun  don’t  always  shine,  save  a 
penny  for  a  rainy  day. 

Don’t  be:  toOfast  in  giniiig  advice,  nor  too 
slow  in  taking  instruction, 

If  j^ear  meunu  doila’tcaBMtiiptoyour  wbh 
don’t  be  too  proud  to  make  a  reduc- 

tloa. 

False  pride’s  like  a  thief  iu  the  bouse,  turn 
bim  out  or  yow’n  ssffo  be  misled. 
Appearances  won’t  pay  the  rent,  balf  a 
k>8f  a  better  than  no  bread* 

If  your  wife  is  a  terrible  scold,  l^ncd  your 
toupee  add  to  Ae  str^, 

If  talking  is  all  to  be  done,  then  give  up 
your  Aare  to  your  wifs, 

For  by  addingof  fisel  toftre,  fsheoAsg  not 
cooling  your  brptb, 

For  grievous  words  stureth  up  anger,  and 
gentle  words  turn  away  wrath* 

I  hope  yomwiilnottake  raiisuthe  words 
I’ve  been  saying  to  you. 

You  know  it  kno  knk  cd  maae,  if  such 
things  in  the  world  are  too  true ; 

Pve  no  dkubt  but  aH  my  firknds  here  have 
got  too  much  sense  to  deny  ’eaou 
ButsboAd  Aey  bold  praverte  in  doubt, 
the  best  way  wikk  be  ialobry  ’eaa 

THE  SH0p30Y  18  PBEE. 

Fm  afioat,  Fm  afloat, — on  the  river  I  ride 
The  Thames  is  my  hobby,  the  steam  boat’s 
my  pride, 

Up,  up  with  the  steam,  for  Gravesend  I 

maaisee^ 

I’mnaoab-f^i’m  bftoat„  and  tbe  sbicqi-bay 
is  free. 

I  fear  not  the  guv’nor,  I  don’t  mind  his  jaw 
Fee  a  hob  in  my  pocket,  smd  a  brown  or 
two  more, 

Andne’er  Aatt  my  inside  cry  out  £br  a 
.  meal. 

While  the  cookAoM  are  smoking  with 
mutton  and  vea^ 

Quick,  quick,  mister  captain^  my  inside 
I  find. 

Is  going  to  tell  me  time  that  I  dined, 

Up^  with  the  steam,  shove  the  coak  on 
with  glee, 

I’m  afloat.  I’m  afloat,  and  the  shop^boy 
is  fi'ee.  Fm  afloat,  &c. 


108 


The  sky's  getting  dingy,  the  lightning  is 
heard, 

Wot's  the  odds  I  lor  of  shipwrecks  I  isn't 
afeard, 

V/ot  to  me  is  a  storm,  on  the  deck  I'll 
remain, 

I’ve  been  wreck'd  off  th^  red  house  again 
and  again. 

The  rain  it  may  patter,  the  wind  it  may 
squall. 

It  may  pour  cats  and  dogs,  but  I'll  weather 
it  all, 

With  my  parachute  over  me,  and  thick 
boots  below. 

Thro’  the  buzzem  of  Old  Father  Thames 
will  I  go, 

Hurray,  my  gay  trumps,  you  may  skip, 
you  may  leap, 

Of  the  Rosherville  Gardens  I  just  had  a 
peep, 

My  cotton  bandanna  waves  over  the  sea, 

I’m  afloat,  I'm  afloat,  and  the  shop-boy  is 
free. 


PATRIOTIC  FUND 

Air. — Grandmother^ 8  days. 

Upon  the  Patriotic  Fund  I’ve  made  a  little 
song, 

And  what  all  England  says  is  right,  I  don’t 
think  can  be  wrong  ; 

Our  forefathers  were  always  ripe  such 
funds  as  this  to  get^ 

They  were  always  there  when  wanted,  b,oys, 
and  so  we  are  yet. 

CHORUS. 

And  so  we  are  yet,  and  so  we  are  yet. 

They  were  always  there  when  wanted  boys, 

And  so  are  we  yet,  ' 

When  Old  England  wanted  hands  to  fight, 
she  was  well  man'd  and  gnn'd, 

And  those  who  did  not  go  to  fight,  would 
rise  tlie  patriot  fund ; 

They  spent  their  blood  and  treasure  then 
without  the  least  regret. 

They  were  always  there,  when  wanted  boys, 
and  so  will  we  yet. 

Our  jolly  tars  and  soldiers  were,  in  battle, 
never  slow, 

They  were  never  more  delighted,  than  in 
facing  of  the  foe, 


With  minds  made  up  for  victory,  if  they 
could  at 'em  get, 

They  were  always  thsre  when  wanted  boys 
and  so  we  are  yi^t. 

Then  the  pretty  girls  of  England,  our 
country’s  bpast  and  pride. 

To  cheer  our  English  warriors  they  were 
ever  at  their  side  , 

To  reward  the  lads  with  beauty’s  smile,  they 
never  did  forget,  ^ 

They  were  always  there  when  wanted  girls, 
and  so  you  are  yet. 

Old  Nick  will  long  remember  our  shot  at 
Bomarsund, 

And  what  makes  tyrants  tremble  like  a 
Patriotic  Fund ; 

His  serfish  crew  can’t  rise  one,  such  help  he 
cannot  get, 

Our  forefathers  fir’d  freedoin’s  shot,  and  so 
will  we  yet. 

Then  the  widows  and  the  orphans  of  our 
tars  and  soldiers  brave. 

Who  nobly  fell  in  the  great  cause,  and  lie* 
in  foreign  grave. 

Let  our  maimed  and  wounded  heroes  our 
thanks  and  bounty  get. 

Our  patriots  thought  of  them  of  old,  and  so 
we  will  yet. 

And  now  let’s  rise  a  hearty  cheer,  while 
glass  round  we  hand, 

Here's  to  army  and  to  iiavy  and  the  patriots 
of  our  land. 

To  all  the  widows,  maids,  and  wives,  whom 
britons  can’t  forget, 

As  they  cried  “  God  save  the  Queen"  of  old 
and  so  we  will  yet. 


SOLOMON  LOB. 

Solomon  Lob  was  a  ploug^an  stout, 
And  a  ranting  cavalier ; 

And  when  the  civil  war  broke  out, 

It  quickly  did  appeal, 

That  Solomon  Lob  was  six  feet  high, 
And  fit  for  a  grenadier. 

So  Solomon  Lob  marched  boldly  finiih 
To  sound  of  bugle  horns : 

And  a  weary  march  had  Solomon  Loh^ 
For  Solomon  Lob  had  corns. 
Ran-te-ra-ra-row-de-dow, 

Oh !  what  a  martial  story;  ' 
Solomon  Lob  he  lost  his  nob. 

And  all  for  martial  glory* 
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Solon^n  Lob  wwrcb^d  boldly  forth. 

And  loud  the  drums  did  roll ; 

Por  Solomon  Lob  was  u  hero  bom, 

And  with  a  hero’s  soul  I 
The  fight  began,  the  Roundheads  fought. 
Like  divels  on  that  day  5 
The  Cavaliers  cried,  charge  I 
And  charged  another  way ; 

For  Solomon  Lob  no  reason  knew 
Why  Solomon  Lob  would  stay  • 

Kow  Solomon  Lob,  though  a  martial  man. 
Still  life  to  him  was  dear ;  . 

So  he  thought  he  i^igbt  as  well  avoid 
A  Roundhead  Bbmbadier,— 

Who  had  resolved,  with  carbine  long, 

To  do  a  spiteful  job ; 

And  with  his  shot  to  send  to  pot, 

The  nob'  of  Solomon  liob^ 

The  powder  blazed,  the  bullet  flew— 
Right  to  the  mark  it  hied ; 

So  Solomon  Lob  the  bucket  kicked, 

And  Solomon  Lob  he  died ! 


THE  ARTFUL  DODGE. 

Never  was  there  known  as  such, 

Never  since  the  world  begun. 

Some  with  blunt  is  troubled  much, 

Others  troubled  not  with  none : 

As  well  as  may  expected  be, 

Through  this  world  of  strife  I  trudge; 
Though  many  ups  and  downs  I  see. 

You  will  always  find  me  on  the  dodge. 

You  that  wish  to  live  and  learn, 

London  town’s  the  place  to  lodg^ 
There  you  quickly  may  discern 
Folks  are  always  on  the  dodge. 

A  single  man  I  am  ’tis  true. 

Just  about  the  prime  of  life  ; 

I  only  want,  ’twixt  I  and  you,  ^ 

To  crown  my  joys,  a  nobby  wife; 

As  ugly  let  her  be  as  sin, 

Or  ever  such  a  fat  old  podge,  ^ 
She’s  sure  to  please  if  she’s  got  the  tin. 
That’s  what  I  calls  the  artful  dodge. 

A  furnished  room  I  keep,  ’tis  true, 

On  the  three  pair  stairs,  so  splash, 

I  finds  it  very  handy,  too,  .  . 

To  pop  the  things  when  short  of  cash) 
I  always  brings  the  tickets  back. 
Ingratitude  in  me  don’t  lodge. 

Some  pockets  them  and  off  they  pack  ; 
That’s  what  I  call  the  shabby  dodge. 


Some  folks  run  up  tally  bills, 

And  pay  most  woeful  through  the  nose, 

Of  them  there  shops  t  know  the  ills, 

So  in  Monmouth  Street  1  buys  my 
clothes. 

Seyen  years  my  coat  has  seen  the  town, 

I  bought  it  of  an  old  Jew  codge, 

I  only  gave  him  half  a  crown, 

That’s  what  1  call  the  saving  dodge. 

But  I’m  not  blest,  like  some  of  you. 

With  the  comforts  of  a  female  mate ; 

To  patronize  cook  shops  I  go, 

I  treats  myself  to  half  a  plate  ; 

But  when  my  exchequer  runs  so  mean 
As  to  leave  me  poor  as  any  bodge, 

I  stop  outside  and  licks  the  steam. 

That’s  what  I  call  the  filling  dodge. 

Should  I  have  the  luck  to  meet, 

As  I  observed  before,  just  now,) 

A  married  partner— oh  !  how  sweet 
The  blunt  would  make  the  time  to  flow. 
We  would  have  our  balls  and  evening 
chats; 

Keep  up  our  mansion  and  our  lodge. 
And  if  we  have  a  dozen  brats, 

That  would  be  an  awful  dodge. 

Young  men,  now’s  the  time  of  day* 

Make  your  fortune  while  you  can  5 
Girls,  don’t  throw  a  chance  away, 

Now  or  never  I’m  your  man.  ^ 

A  sweet  one  sitting. there  I  vow, 

I  dearly  should  like  with  h^r, to  lodge, 

I  thought  I  heard  her  say  just  now, 

I  was  just  about  the  dodge. 

PLEASURES  OF  BEING 

TOO  LATE.  '  r 

-  1 

Ttme— Mr.  and  Mrs*  Bristle.  ^ 

Punctuality  so  says  a  many. 

Is  one  of  the  best  traits  in  man, 

But  ril  prove  as  plain  as  a  penny, 

It’s  only  a  flash  in  the  x>an, 

Though  it’s  preached  up  by  fathers  and 
mothers, 

I’ll  prove  by  the  words  I  let  fall. 

That  you  lose  very  little — more  t’other— 
In  not  being  punctual  at  all. 

Let  your  old  fogies,  stvibborn  and  breezy, 
About  punctuality  prate, 

I’ll  prove  to  all  very  easy, 

I  There’s  a  pleasure  in  being  too  late. 


Once  I  prMUM’d  a  gay  water  party 
To  go  up  to  Bicbraond  to  due, 

At  eig^it  in  the  morning  »  hearty, 

But  I  never  got  down  "before  nine* 

The  boat  bad  long  got  o£F  without  me,, 

And  next  day,  to  my  pleaeure.  I  found, 

I  was  safer  at  home— yon  may  doubt  me— 
But  the  whole  of  the  paiiy  got  droved ! 

"Where  I  once  lodg’d  their  rules  didn’t  fit 

The  iKoSkftd  ne  srtrict  mm^  hf  gon^ 

One  night  he  lefnied  to  admit 

Becaum  iti«ra»juikii|ioiiima.  ^ 

’Bout  the  eiacoets  I  didm^  MIm  do^;^ 

So  I  III  A  colfee  elwf  eom^  ,  , 

And  nextnieni  when  I  •ereirt  te  my  loagii^ 

I  £cmnd  the  hoom  bant  to  Ae  groand. 

In  a  duel*  once  fought,  you  must  know,  toc^ 
At  least,  promis’d  to  oue  d’ye  see— 

But,  as  usual  the  seconds  and  foe,  to. 

Were  all  ou  the  ground  before  me« 

My  oppoueut  second,  odd  ^ 

Had  some  words,  ’cos  I’d  faiT d  ast^d  said 
Fou^  a  duel — how  ;gla.d  I  ®  > 

For  niy  second  gotahot  in  thelifiado 

Some  frie»b  mid  me  hired  a  dsag^  afar. 

For  Epsom  on  last  Derby  day — 

But  behind  I,  as  mad,  did  lag,  dr. 

So  wftbowt  me  they  epoiaed  _ 

But  the  apoft  war  mere  ada©  yoa’li  aw 

doubt,  air —  _  . 

They  run  fohlof  a  giraat haapef  dwiaa^ 
The  drag  was  upset  they  ptsmid  aofc,  mr. 

And  none  escaped  brcaWog  thdrl^ 

To  Hull  I  was  going  by  the  Packet, 

And  the  Peeler  forgot  to  call  me— 

Next  day  I  found  out — oh,  good  lack . 

Had  struck  on  the  rocks  out  at  sea. 

I  once  went  to  a  country  theatre— 

Could  I  get  Ml  ?  BO,  devila  bit! 

Spoken,—  A  good  job  too. 

For  the  gall’ry  my  tater  l 

And  l^d  half  the  foUo  in  the  ptt. 

I  once  was  too  late  to  get  monied. 

So  the  Iwide  took  wetlmr 
A  precious  good  lob  that  I  tana^ 

For  ahe  vdiack’d  hkn  the  very  fiwtwRb* 
So  i’ve  given  youaU  a  ftir  «aa^  _ 

(Though  there’s  plenty  mow  sWl  in  mf 

pate)  _ 

Now  follow  my  ncMe  exmpte. 

There’s  nothing  like  being  too  late. 


DASHUTG  UmiK  SEBOBAITP. 

If  X  hod  a  keaq. 

For  a  soldier  wlio’4  go 
jPo  fott  thiak  aay  no  ? 

No,  no!  not  1; 

When  Ut  tad  eoot  1  saw. 

Not  a  sif^  would  it  draw. 

But  I’d  i^ve  him  eolat 
For  hie  bravety.  ^ 

If  an  army  of  Amazons  e’  er  came  in  play, 
ABudadiingwhHoeergeemt  I’dmardi  away 

Whoa  my  soldier  was  gone. 

Do  yon  thiok  Pd  take  op. 

Or  forlorn? 

No'.no,  ^I; 

His  fitme  stay  conoeni, 

How  my  Imem  would  born, 

When  1  eawhim  return. 

Crown’d  wkh  victoiy. 

If  an  army  of  Amazim’s  e’CT  came  in  play , 
As  a  dashmgwhite  sergeant  rd  mardt  away 

MAEY  MACHEEE. 

«T  9.'  liovam. 

The  flower  of  the  wdley  was  Mary 
Machrdfil, 

Her  miilesallbewiUshiniE,  were  lovely  to 
see 

The  bees  round  her  humming  when  sum- 

jAtf  WAS  gone. 

And  therosm  where  fled,  might  take  her 
J^for  oue^  u  * 

Her  laugh  it  was  music,  her  breath  it  was 

halm,  _ 

Her  hsmtliloe  tteiake  sm»  «  pure  and 

as  calm. 

Till  love  a’evoaiM,  like  a  teeese  o  er  the 
sea,  ^ 

And  made  the  heart  hease  of  sweet  Mmy 
blachree. 

She  loved  and  she  we]^  vm  wa*  sadness 
e’er  known, 

To  dwell  in  the  bosom  that  love  makes  ka 
home.  , . 

His  joys  are  hut  nomwrt*.  hw  gnea  are 
-for  ye«f9,  ,  ,  ,, 

He  comeaallia  sasUes,  but  he  leaves  aU 

.  in  tears.  ,  , 

Her  lover  was  gone  to  a  far  distant  lanu. 
Ati^  Mary  ia  aadaess  would  pace  the  lone 

strand,  ,  , 

And  tearfully  gaze  on  the  dark  roltag  sea. 
That  parted  her  lover  from  Mary  Maairee. 


Swells  smoke  the  beU  Havaxmfa^  and  a  tidy 
quantum,  too^ 

While  a  man  who  smokes  tobacco^s  vary 
often  called  a  terem — • 

Widows  patronise  the  toeed^  though  It 
often  turns  them  pale. 

And  though  the  tadde  pork,  he 

sometimeatdiews 

That  inaadriUp  often  hs  gmake,  ’tis 
p^butVtwinMs 

Likewise  yowp  jpnufiatar,  and  not  a 

very  few — 

When  Parliament  caii|(tejfere**-4t’s  a  feet 
don’t  think  Fm  joking— 

The  Lords  and  Cknnmons  all  that  night 
were  aetnaHy  seen  smediay. 

The  British  Tar’s  a  snmte  Jad,  and  a 
trump  whenever  hp  lands. 

While  on  the  mighty  ocean  he  often 
all  hand8~ 

Soldiers  they  are  used  to  stnoke-^fdare 
Britain’s  fbe  attadchei^) 

By  their  officers  they’re  often  asked  to 
stand  a  little  daeiigr 

Fvcistfiiaa  sure  iohaoos  stgppmg,  say 
whate’er  you  may, 

And  a  man  who’s  only  three  feett  high  is 
but  a  yord 

Death  will  put  oar  p^es  out  some  day,  so 
while  wc  can  refs  soak  it, 

May  you  9e^;«^tasoTere^ 
in  yimr  snd  jwofe 


That  London  is  a  smoky  place  ’tis  known 
to  all  each  day. 

You  require  a  double  right  almosito  etearfy 
see  your  way, 

But  how  can  it  be  wonder’d?  ilf s  citor 
enough  to  me. 

That  m^e  or  less,  we,  one  and  all,  create 
the  smoke  we  see. 

TolderoL&c. 

I’ll  open  with  the  cMameypot;  of  nmdeers 
it  raalts 

From  daybreak  until  sunset  it  foggyfies 
the  sky  i 


The  funnels  of  the  steam  hoMKHind  of 
’em  there’s  a  crourd 

On  the  breast  of  FatImrThames — they  blow 
a  very  decent  tioud— 

It’s  not  a  very  pleasant  cloud  when  the 
wind  contraiy  blows. 

And  blacks  your  whiits,  mid  leavetm  bomfy 
smut  upon  your  noK. 

The  linendrapers,  y6x^1te  asmre,  arej»|diNsr 
everyway, 

Yet  nothing’s  more  against  their  trade 

a  veiy  efeni%f  day^ 

The  march  of  intellect  hM  reach’d  from 
here  almost  to  Juba, 

frStead  of  pufll  from  pastrycooks,  hoys 
like  apt^jfkmn  fh&a. 

The  pure  mouth  saints  may  callus  sumkers 
nfi  a  set  of  hogs, 

But  the  says  she’s  ’hlfged  to  smoke 
to  keep  snray  the  .fogs, 

The  wretched  smoke,  to  smother  all  their 
woes,  there’s  not  a  question. 

The  thin  man  for  a  soother,  said  the  fet 
^  man  for  digestim. 

Booksellers  send  forA  eefomes,  that  noime 
here  disputes, 

And  since  ladies  take  to  smoking  their 
cigars’are  called 

Tis  said  that  smokers  seldom  get  into 
passions  wild. 

Because  they’re  accustom’d  then  to  draw  ' 
it  rather  mtld. 


THE  SEAL  ETHIOHATr 
SESJOTJUDEE. 

gang  hy  Ifs.  or.  Skup. 

Oh,  oncelwasmseoSyoove, 

I’d  scarcely  coat  or  breeches, 

For  then  I  was  as  poor  os  fo\K 
But  now  Tmskk  as  Craaseo. 

I’d  scarce  a  rag  open  my  hack. 

To  hide  my  sgiAched  figia?e~ 

Bat  when  done  brown  I  changed  to  black 
came  out  as  anSggor. 

foff^dhe  the  pubiie 

aajipaut.  Pormrly,  If  I  vqiDed 

-  a  <oo^s  shop,  the  pohoe  would 

say—**  out  of  the  wigr*  But  uow  it^s  lay  “ttnu  to 
flmr-~ 

Get  out  ob  ds  way,  Ole  Han  Tucker, 
You’re  too  late  to  come  to  Supper* 


8om( 
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When  I  was  young  I  had  a  woice 
And  often  would  I  then  err, 

I  left  the  counter  cos  my  choice 
Was  singing  counter  tenor. 

But  never  till  1  blacked  my  nut 
Of  tin  did  I  see  traces, 

When  I,  to  make  my  first  de&ti^. 

Come  out  at  Epsom  races. 

Spoken.— Then  the  osses  had  now  ha# 

better  ran  than  the  osaes.  1*11  tell  jrou  th^ 
difference  between  them  ossea  and  ua.  The  oases, 
you  see,  had  a  bit  in  their  mouth  when  we  had*nt.. 
now  we*ve  got  a  bit  in  mouth,  too,  and  we  can  do 
what  no  oss  in  Epglpd  can— live  entirely  by  chaff, 
’specially  when  we  sing— 

Buffalo  girls,  canH  ye  come  out  to  night 
And  dance  by  the  light  of  the  moon ! 

So  much  the  whole  nobility, 

By  Jump  Jim  Crow  was  struck,  eirs, 

That  I  resolved  to  have  a  shy 
In  London  town  for  luck,  sirs. 

A  chaunting  ballads  was  no  go. 

And  actor’s  wulgar  traders, 

And  so  I  joined  the  E-thi-o-pi- 
E-an  Sarah  Naders* 

Spoken.— Soot-o,  woo-che !  {Sotto  voice)  That’s 
how  we  comes  it.  Kothing  like  the  nigger  dodge— 

Come,  come  darkies  sing* — 

Sing  for  the  white  folks,  sing. 

Tom  Thumb  he  had  a  tidy  run — 

His  money  in  the  bank  is— 

S  seeing  how  the  folks  vos  done. 

We  swore  we,  too,  was  Yankies. 

Them  Yankee  boys  they  have  such  knacks, 
W  ith  them  there’s  nothing  irksome — 
For  when  they’re  here  they  plays  the 
blacks, ' 

And  when  at  home  they  works  em. 

Spoken.— Ah,  them  Yankees— I  calculate  dey  are 
tarnation  cute.  First  dw  steal  de  ni^er,  and 
then,  by  way  of  blushing  for  themselves,  dey  make 
him  sing — 

My  massa  he  did  sell  me, 

Because  be  thought  I’d  steal, 

Which  caused  a  separation 
Of  myself  and  Lucy  Neal. 

They  say  that  Day  and  Marlines  trade 
No  customer  is  lacking — 

But  bless  your  heart,  thiey  never  made 
Half  what  we  have  by  blacking. 

Prince  Albut’s  werry  fond  of  us, 

And  the  Queen,  with  mind  creative—* 
You  know  she  always  makes  a  fnss 
With  every  thing  wots  native. 


)  Spoken. — Dis  is  how  we  come  it.  Barky !  Yes. 
i  ’Spose  them  Britishers  Wat  lehd  ’ktdrioa  a  Idan  of 
I  money— when  would  they  get  it  back,  eh  ?  Give 
um  up.  When  there  was  no  O  1  owe  (Ohio)  in 
I  America,  and  not  till  then.  Bat  de  reason  we 
sing - 

High  row,  de  boatman  row — 

’  Floating  down  de  riber  de  Ohio ! 

We’ve  gammon’d  all  the  London  press, 
Both  weekly  and  diurnal — 

Lor’  how  we’ve  taken  iti  the  ^  Times,’ 

And  done  for  the  *  Court  Journal.’ 

They  say  we’re  witty  in  our  way^ — 

We  neber  have  our  fun  done — 

And  for  their  papers^  ev’ry  day 
They  bones  our  best  conundrums. 

Spoken.— Bones,  can  yon  guess  this  ?  What  was 
the  difference  between  Queen  Elizabeth  and  Bona- 
arte?  Gib  him  up.  Why  Bonaparte  was  a  One 
er  (wonder),  and  Queen  Elizabeth  was  a  two  der 
(Tudor. .  Yah— yah— yah!  Snt  neber  mind,  gem- 
man.  Good  night^I  must  go,  for— 

Dere’s  some  one  in  de  house  wid  Dinah, 
Playing  on  de  ole  banjo ! 


I  WILL  BE  HAPPY  TO. 

When  Spring  arrays  the  earth  with  flow’rs, 
And  bloi^sOms  gem  the  tree ; 

When  sweet  birds  sing  their  tuneful  lay, 

1  too  will  happy  be. 

When  Summer  spreads  her  welcome  store, 
In  na^ture’s  varied  hue; 

WTien  flourish  grov^,  and  plains  rejoice, 

I  will  be  happy  too. 

When  corn*fields  wear  their  autumn  garb> 
To  wake  the  reaper’s  glee. 

And  gladden  all  the  sons  of  toil, 

I  tw,  will  happy  be. 

When  winter  chains  the  streamlets  course, 
And  snow-wreaths  meet  my  view ; 

Old  Christmas  has  his  song  and  dance, 

And  I’ll  be  happy  too, 

In  every  season,  every  clime, 

Tho’  rich  or  poor  our  lot; 

Contentment  may  new  pleasures  give. 

To  palace  and  to  cot, 

To  friends  let  me  my  joys  impart, 

And  they  their  joys  to  me  ; 

And  though  a  passing  cloud  be  mine,  ' 

I  still  will  happy  be. 


NEW  ft  PAVOUMtS  EONOa 

**^J**Wrt  that  hftrtv  •*•••«. 

®  y*  aach  aaint  andJoWtal  atavert 
l^ew  toward  Ui<^«tMit«r  My} 

^ri«t|iMtva«i«aniai  ■  ,  . 

A Vi!  flee  frhm  dark  fMrfllliMi 


NOTHtNO  MOREk 
Tn«UM|r>llrl«MMwed 

O'er  It.  meadow  pathway  ^een. 

**??**’f*hfpok  wa*  flowiui 
Dkethe  ap‘ri(.^^e  aaM«:  ^ 
An/J  I  •ft’i^hnwyfflalJaii 
™.iu'  •  *’'‘**f**hniB(irtd»o'er 
with  eweet  •podj.  ««d8o  I  a«kM  kc 
For  a  flower  and  iiiirhtjgif  nidfa: 


■^Hp  SHAfit  M  FAtnMT, 

A  PavomUe  Sdulk^t, 


Shesaid.  tvould  I  pu^Bbefi^i  ^  1 

But  I  said,  that  sU  1  wanted 
Was  a  smile,  and  nothini: 

So  she  sh tmMed  afoti  Me, 

And  I  still  kept  wendfr^if  on, 

W hat  with  blusHthf » etniilitfifv  chatilfit 
Soon  a  breif  half^hont  was  |^e  i 
When  she  tsld  kne^.I  meat  lease  hen 
For  she  saw  their  aettlHre  door. 

Biitl  would  pot  tlHI rifted  < 

Just  a  kiss,  and  nothinf  mofei. 

Thus  for  weeks  and  Months  1  d^oo^'dthira  / 

And  the  joys  then  hadblfth. 

Made  an  atmosphere  of  g’laduess* 

Seem  encirclingr  all  the.eartli ; 

One  bright  moruins  Ihe  altar, 

A  white  bridal  dress  sipe  'WOfff 
Then  my  wife  1  proudly  mim  her. 

And vJP, «^ad  |br,  pfihtug  mpm  i  . 'r  " ' 


.  »tinjb)r$iAd  Iteeves. 

Sf  usIa  at  Dalsnaint. 

: 

Who  shall  be  first  f II  the  songs  that  we  sing* 
She  who  Is  kindest  ^ 

Beirin  ' 

Charm  of  our  gladness  "  ■*» 

^  Friend  of  odt  sadhdss^  ‘ 

Anangerof  lift  when  Its  b^^Mfdrestake  wing 
She  shall  be  fairest-.  ^  ^ 

.i  ..  j™  shsll  be  fstesf-. 

Shi  slittRhb  first  ill  the  sbngs  that  #e  Sthg! 
Who  8hall*be  nstgresf, 

I  NoWest  and  ddarbst^ 

Na|nM  but^wlttr  hortdiu'  $nd  pMd  erbr  moM 
He  the  und|nijt«d. 

Whilst  baritts?  hill  hiutiwd 
Onj glory^  high  ramparts  and  baUlehtShU  hpar 
Fearless  pf  dafi|fer.i- 

.  To  falsehood  a  stranger^ 

XoJ>hhiiy*dt  bade  whirt^  *  , 


OK£S  AT  Ubli£B< 

i4y  on  theotd  toiki  ^  home, 
►anks  ofhfe*!  puretifer 


ge  shall  be  nekrbit  - 
^  Shall  b<^  deafOit-'^ 

He;  shall  be  first  in  our  hearts  ever  ' 

T|[E  SEABOy  on  the  giddy 
■:MAST. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Btisself  Qroveiv— Music  at 
Purdy's,  ;6!t»:Paiil’s  Churchyard. 

T^ngland’s  towcrt  of’onk  f*rewelt, 

1  o  more  for  inS  shall  be  Vtnfurlled, 

Th  *  canvas  In  the  gitle  tP  swell, 

1  he  ocean  iO  tio  More  my  world, 

Yei  this  life’s  earliest  years  f  fearless  passed 
A  fa  boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  masti  r 

Thlre  oft  to  chser  the  midnfght  hour 
*1  he  helmsiniin  wHh  a  fancy  free, 

Hii  ditty  to  the  waves  he’d  pouf, 

(  Move  on  IfiPfe  htid  i^ormi  at  sea. 

A  L I  how  the  sea  boy  midst  the  rolling  blast.«p 


O’er  . . . . 

Far,  fdi^awity; 

There’s  where  my  heart  is  turning  ever, ’ 
There’s  where  the  bltsi  ones  stay : 

All  through  tins  valS  of  tfibnlallPh, 

Sadly  1  loam. 

Still  longhing'for  ttlathaditatipn* 

And  for  the  blest  ones  at  hOm^ 

ciionvs 

All  this  world  Is  sad  and  dreary. 

Where’er  I  roam; .  f  i 

O.  brothers,  how  in y  heart  grows  weary. 

Far  from  the  biest  ones  ht  hofie^ 

Though  many  bdevlpiispathF<^p^w4t^6d, 
In  youths  gay  tfiofii, 

And  many  a  pr^ioqs  hour  s' I’ve  ^qbahdt  ted 
A  nd treated  fTeaVeh  With  shorn i 

•While  seeking  earths  aUMriufi  pleasures, 
Wretched^Ml’A]^ 

Till!  secured  enduring*tfea^'riii. 

There  wiUi  lhahlest  (jeiea  qp  hlfib* 

From  that  one  lource  arc.  ever  ^Mbing 
Memoriespf  jodti  ^  ■  »i 

Thoughts  of  thatdayttpoa  momsbitig, 
Bear  me  to  sceheeubovd  >  > 

There  every  sigh  is  dvwifed  M  Unging 
Banished  all ^|(locai  ^  v  .  u 


Kelps  statiou  6h  the  high  and  giddy  lo^t. 

Delr  were  the  sounds,  the’  rude  and  heirs#. 

Of  helm’s  a  lee  or  a  \veethet,  ■  • 

To  bring  the  vessel  tu 
And  keep  the  islfs  Welt  AH  id  tdgdtl^er. 

And  while  on  the  lupk^dutf  Vtly  eyes  Wer^i 

CilSt,  * 

A  Aaboy  on  the  high  afid giddy  mast. 


NEW  AND  FAViOUiUTlS  SONGS., 
KIT  THE  COBbLER. 


Sang  by  I^r.  C«  W.  Bertif^d  at  Oaut^rbary  Hkll. 

Kit  the  cobbler  ;  has  built  hMa  ’a  stall"  '  ^  * 

By  the  side  of  tbe  Barley  Mow! 

Aud  he  leaves  his  shoes  to  run  after  the  news.  - 
^It’stheway  of  the  trade, 4  tiro w,  <  .  ^  , 

There  he’ll  sit,  in  th^  tap;}  with  his  jug  in  his  lap. 

And  he  giyes  a^  his  reason  why 
That  he’s  forced  to  get,  to  a  tap  Chalks  wet. 
When  the  tap  of  ;his  own  gets  dry.  ^ 

And  tap  !  tap  I  qo  the  stone  on  his  lap. 

For  an  hour  or  so,  in  cold  weather. 

You  may  cAtch  him  •at'worh^- 
Nosg  an^  kjiees  like  n.Tiylt,  ,  ^  r 
SingUig  Oil,  there  is  nothingr  Ime  leather. 
Singing  Oh,  there  is  pothin^,^ihe  leather. 

Tlie  Clerk  and  he»  they  never  agree. 

For  Kit  at  the  Parson  mocks  ;  ?  ,  $ 

And  the  Cause  of  his  wrath  Is.  ^athno  olthecloth. 
Once  p.ut  master^Kit  in  the  w»cks. 

For  Tory  or  whig,  he  don’t  care  a  tig : 

The  one  is  as  bad  as  the  other,  it 
A  ten  pound  note  he  will  have  for  isvoti^ 

He  woiild’nt  take  less  from  his  brother.  ^ 

So,  rap!  rap!  down  with  it  slap, 

A  man  should  t^tick  to  iiis  tether. '  , 

If  1  w.*i8  rich.  Oh !  IM  not  setastitch.  . 

But  sinar  oh  1  there  fs  nothing  like  leather. 
But.sipg  oh^!  4herh  is  nnihing  l^e  leaper. 

Kit  has  a  wife,  as  keen  as  his^koiti^  :  ,  » 

And  as  sliarp  as  a  brittle 
And  the  /olk,a  do^say  she  will  hf^ye  her  waj»  i  i 
As  wive^,how’and  then,  will  do,  , 

At  night  she’ll  wait,  at  the  little  front  gate  » 

.  Till  she  hears  him  lift  fhe  latchi 
'Then  out  shO*Ua>M -Kit  slips  by 

For  he  knows  what  he’s  lihe  to  cateh. 

Whack  !„  down  U  comes  on  his  Mck, 

And’ that  dot  as  light, as  a  feather, 

For  he  rubs  and  swearsjis  hi^  st  umbles  up  yfairs 
Confound  it  there’s  itbihing  like  leather. 
Confound*  it  there’s  nothing  like  leattier. 


HOME  AQ AIN  "  ; 

Home  again  home  again,  -  ^ 

Fri»m  a  toiiign  shore,  '  ‘ 

And  O,  it  fills  iny  soul  with  joy. 

To  meet  my  friends  once. more'. 

Here  I  dropp  d  the  parting  tear. 

To  cross  the  ueean’s  iimtn;  .  « 

But  now  1  m  once  ag-iin  with  thoso 
1  ^1^0  kiuulygirec^  me  home.  , 

Happy  hearts,  happy  hearts. 

With  mitifi  davelabigheii  ingles. 

But  O.  the  rriends  |  loved  In  youth. 
Seem  happibrtban  me.  , 

And  tf  my  ^pide  should  he  the  late, 
IThi^hrtiicIs  me  lodger  rooip. 

But  deiiih  alone  can  bit^  ibeije 
That  binds  niy  lireut  to  nume. 

i  *  -y  ■  t  .  f  r. 

Mfisrc  sweet,  music  soft. 

Lingers  lootid  tlie  place,  ,  ^  . 

AiidO,  1  i[ecl7he  child iMKjdjtnarig^ 
Tha^  tiiiie;,e  nnot^ff^ce  ,.  .  . 

Then  give  me  hut  my  ft  mestead  roof 
ril  a  k  no  p  iture  (louie  ,  i 

For  I  c.ui1tvc  a  happy  life, 

Willi  those  I  losr  at  homa.*. 


EVERY  LAKD^MY  HOME. 

Sung  by  Mr.  T.  Farrant,  at  WasSon’s  Mfasle 
Hall.  ^  »  » 

i  Life  is -not' all  a  desert  wksl®.  V 

As  those  would  have  u$  think. 

Who  sorn.w’s  cup  too  often.taste,— 

Of  joys  tpQ  rarely  drink,; 
t  For  we  wtidse  pulses  wafmfy  beat 
Tow’r<M  all  \fhos6  hUndS  we  press. 

Can  make  the  waste  a  garden  swbet, 

Bv  succouring  distress. 

No  bound  for  me  oLearth  and  sea. 

To  bid  me  i.ot  to  roam ; 

My  nation  shall  be  all  mankind. 

And  ev’ry  laifid  my  home. 

The  dearest  plape  shall  be  the  spot. 

Where  firstT  drew  mybreuth,— 

Oh  i  ne'er  be  that  first  hjome  Icrgot, 

'  Till  I  forget  iA  death.  - 

The  sweeldsi  music  that  I  hear 
Still  seems  a  village  chime, 

And  whete  the  warmest  stniles  appear 
Is  still  the  w/irraest  clime.  > 

No  bound  for  me  ot  eSrth  or  sea. 

To  bid  me  not  to  roam ; 

My  shall  be  all  maiikind,  , 

And  ev’ry  Iknd  my  home.  , 


DELHI.  , 

Sang  by  Mr.  F.  Jonghmans,  at  the  CanterbUr 
Hall._^ _ _ 

RBCITATiTB  , . 

Mourn  we-forwOnmn,  mount  for  "child  rentlein 
By  treach’rou*  fo  :*8,  for  cruelty  for-  gain ! 

For  gallant  men  wild  oft  have  bravely  foqg^ht, 
.And  led  the  traitors,  who  their  lives  haTfr 
sought. 

AIR. 

^  O'er  Deliii’s  proud  and  lofty  towers 
We  saw  the ’flag  of  gieen. 

It  fluttered  over  scenes  of  blood 
Where  tiraiiny  had  been. 

Where  Nadir  drew  his  gUtt’ring  sword,. 

To  sheathed  it  not  again  ^ 

Until  a  hundred,  thousand  lives 
By  ills  command  were  slain. 

Tiiose  days  have  pass’d,  now  mutineers,. 

Succ  fs.ful  for  a  time* 

Have  8tiini'’d  St  Delhi  India’s  page 
With  many  a  fsi^rtul  crime. 

The  British  Lion  then  was  rous’d. 

He  sought  thu  tiger’s  lair, 

And  IhosC  who  smote  in  fancied  powTv 

Soon  trembled  In 

Then  came  the  stbrid  bf  Aiotaiid  shell,— » 

In  vain  the  refatiM  fight;  ,  ' 

Tho»e  whoesc^im  the  traitor*sdoopi,> 

Are  sav’d  by  cofranl  flight. 

Then  loud  arose  the  victor  sbont, 

-  it  laiig  Hrem  dS<»ce  tos|iore,— 

That  Britain  conquer’d  oiice^mgaMi* 

That  Delhi’s  reign  was  e!er 


% 


